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Fistful of Steel.. and Nail Polish 


Author's Notes: 

This is my first fic here! | haven't seen any Rage Against the Machine fics on here yet, so | decided to try 
my hand. 

All this is fictional, and | do not own any part of Rage Against the Machine, or any other rock musician | care 
to mention in my fics. 


During the five years | had spent with America's greatest protest band, | have seen a lot of things. | mean, 
for Christ's sakes, we had walked out butt naked during a performance one time. We are not a band hindered 
by shame in any way! Still, walking into a dressing room, and watching our singer get a full work up of women's 
style makeup had me speechless for a moment. Zach was sitting in a barber's chair, hair tied back, eyebrows 
pinched together in concentration. One of our hair and makeup assistants, Vicki, had her fingers underneath 
Zach's chin to keep him still while she applied a heavy, somehow flattering layer of bright red lipstick onto 
Zach's lips. He had eyeliner and mascara on already, and when | looked closely, | could tell that his finger nails 
had been painted a light pink color. He hadn't noticed me walk into the room, he was too concentrated on the 


makeup process. His painted nails were tapping out a rhythm | couldn't immediately recognize into the arm of 


the chair. 


"What the hell, bro?", | asked as a way of greeting him. 


"During Fistful of Steel tonight, | am protesting rape on college campuses. | am proving that no matter what 


you wear, you do not deserve to be attacked." Zach explained, plain as day. 


Well | could have guessed that it was for some kind of protest, but this was a pretty extreme measure, even 


for our protest ringleader! 
"Makeup? A skirt? This seems a little extreme, man, even for you." 


He was indeed wearing a skirt. A black mini skirt went halfway down his skinny thighs. An awkward bulge in the 
crotch suggested it was no lady wearing the skirt, no matter how lacy the pink blouse paired with it was. | 
tried not to cringe as he finally turned towards me, legs too far apart, while | feared that | would see too 


much of him. 


"EXTREME?" | had fired him up, | could tell by the spark in his eye. "Extreme is the lengths ladies have to go 
every single day just to avoid being raped after taking FUCKING English class! When you were in school, did you 
have to carry a rape whistle just because you chose to wear shorts in gym class? Well did you, bro?" he 


yelled. 
"No, | guess | didn't" | mumbled. 


"Well there is your answer, Tim", his voice was back to his trademark whisper, "I am so sick of hearing from 
female fans, saying how our music got them through the psychological damage rape had given them. Our 
music was made to PREVENT rape, not soothe the damage thereafter. Something has to be done, and it is up 
to us, as socially responsible human beings to help out. So yeah, | am wearing a fucking skirt. What's it to ya?", 


he finished. 


| stood there, thinking about what Zach had just said. There is a reason why Tom, Brad and | had made Zach 
our lead singer. When the man opened his mouth, people stopped to listen. He constantly surprised us with the 
profound thoughts he shouted out on stage, as we tried our best to make music that was the right platform 
for him to bestow his message to the audience. Time after time, show after show, fans will come up to us, 
telling us that what Zach had to say opened up their minds to the struggles of the world they had no idea 
even existed, Some were in tears, stating that they had been amongst those struggles their whole life, and 
they had waited for someone, ANYONE to let the world know how their side of the world lived. | would lay 
awake some nights, unsure how to even deal with the raw power our little band was given to share our 
message of protest and peace with the world. We wouldn't have that chance if we didn't have the conscientious 
mouthpiece that we have in Zach, and | have been so grateful to get to be a part of that message every 


single right we tour. 


Because of this, | knew what | had to do. 


"What's it to me? | say move the fuck over, bro. It is MY turn in that makeup chair." 


| sit down in a barber's chair next to Zach, the leftover macho feeling in my stomach doing uncomfortable flip 


flops. He waited patiently for me to call my bluff. But | wasn't about to let him have that satisfaction 

"Please make me pretty Vicki, and give me a skirt that COVERS my balls for Christ's sakes." | laughed. 

Zach looked down for a moment, noting my comment. He quickly adjusted the skirt so it looked a little less 
revealing, a touch of pink in his made up cheeks. Then he was back to his old confident self, leaning back in the 
chair, watching me get far too much powder primer on my face. He surprised me by placing one of his hands 
on mine, and | was too stunned to jolt back. 

"Hey, you're doing the right thing, bro. We are going to be the voice of freedom for these ladies tonight 
"Yeah, yeah. Say that when you try to convince Tom to do this.” 

He removed his hand from mine and ran it through his hair. 

"Fuck. | can just imagine", he laughed. 


| found you a skirt, Mr. Commerford!" Vicki called out. 


Zach and | laughed our asses off at the small purple piece of fabric Vicki found for me, and we continued to 


laugh until it was time to hit the stage. 


